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"No, Mra. Gerard.”

After another tiny hestitation she
held out her hand o Rankin, “May [
present the earl of Cortland?” she
sild, lTeading the abashed butler for-
ward,

“What!” HBroadwany was astonlshed
nlmost to the point of physieal col-
lapae,

"It's true,"” she went on gravely.
“We've had o thoraugh underatand-
ing, and Rankin hus ngreod to become
an earl"”

Agnin Broadway's surprise was al
most more than he could guietly sup-
port,

“Oh, don't be astonished! It's my
anly protection. - Have ] your solemn
promise that you'll not divulge the
saeret?”

“1.glve you my word of honor,” he
sald fervently.

“Very well. Goodby!

He earnestly shook hands with her,
“Goodby, Mrs. Gerard. 1 hope you
will be very happy."

“It Isn't a questlon of happiness,
Jackaon,” she “sold slowly, and in a
way that somewhat worried him, *I
simply don't want to be humilinted.
You understand?”

“Yes: [ understand, Mrg. Gerard."

She turped to the earl of Cortland.
“Shake hands with Mr. Jones, Ran-
kin."”

Jackson pulled him to one side, al
most indignantly. “See here, Runkin,

do you mean to tell mae that you'd do

such o mean contemptible thing as
to marry a4 woman deliberately for her
money 7"

“Yes, sir” sald Rankin very gravaly,
“and thank you, sir, for the opportu-
nity.*

“Come, earle,” Mrs, Gerard called
soltly.

“Yeos, Beatrlce.” He dropped the
hand of his erstwhile employer and
took the mrm of hls affianced wifo,

“We bave just six minutes belore
troin time,” she admonished him, and
turned Lo Broadway, who was stand-
ing, duzed. “'Goodby!"

He had gone back to the house and
was planding leaning somewlat weak.
ly aguinst a plllar of the pareh, un-
able even to make her presence
known to the two girle whose laugh-
Ing, low-toned gossip he could hHear
from behind the vines, when Wallpoe
came up with his -father. He listened
to his friemd's remarks mechanleally.

"Yes," he wns saying, “the ontire
population of the town I8 about four
thousand. The plant employs ahout
geven hundred.” Then, catehing slgot
of Broadway: "There's Jackson now.
Tell him what you Just told me™

Brondway went to mest them, glad
to have the opportunity to test life
und make sure that it was real even
ff the proof showed that the older
Wallace was entlrely hostile

"They offered you s million and a
half, d¥n't they?" asked Bob.

“Yas, That's what they offersd—a
mililon and a half.”

“Mr, Jones," sald the elder Wallace,
not without enthuslasm, “my son has
been telling me of the grand, single-
handed fight that you are making
ugninst thig glant corporation. 1 ad-
mire vour pluck, sir'"

Broadway looked ut him with real
surprigs and hearty gratitude, It
goemed that even this was coming
out all right!

“You deserve all the encourage-
ment and pssistance possible,” sald
this suddenly delightful gentleman,
“Your loyalty to the peopla of this lit-
tle town Is commendabls, sir, You
deserve great oredit, and [ want to
shako your hand.” :

"Thanks, Mr, Wallace, but the ered-
it really belongs to Bob” The de-
light which Broadway felt was plainly
audible in his voice,

Hob laughed. "I knew he'd say
that!™

“He has told me of your modesty,”
snid the elder Wallaoe, “] am very
proud that you bave taken him Into
the firm, and if advertiging Las any
market value we'll fight them to a fin-
lsh. 1 have promised my gon to re-
turn here Monday morning. I may
have a proposition to put before you.
I'd like to see him an equal partner
in a business with such a promising
future."

1 don't know what to say, Mr. Wal.
Ince," Broadway anawered, and he
renally did not,

“Monday wiil be time enough,” the
elder Wallnce answered genially. *I
have an sppointment with Pembroke
at his house tomorrow, After | have
had ten minutes’ walk with him. I
promlge you that the Consolidated
people will make no further attempts
to absorb., But now I must go, Good
night!*

Jackson grasped his hand with fer
vor: What a night this was!

"Golng to motor back?" asked INob,

“Yag: | prefer my motor car to the
raflrond. See you Monday., Good
night!"™

“Isn’t It like a dream?" asked Bob
after the last glimmer of glow from
the car's headlight had vanished down
the road.

“T eant belleve it's true."”

“"He wants to buy a half interest in
your business, Did you get that?"

“All 1 want |s enough to pay my
debls.”

Bob Inughed. “Don’t tell him that;
he's a buslness man!"

"But—"'

“I think you'd hetter let me handle
that for you."

“Wil you? Fine!" It suddenly oec-
curred to him that he must tell i
friend at once ahout the Rankin-Ger-
ard eplsode, but he did not mean to
break his promlse to  the aneclent

»

bride, “Bay, Bob, I've Just—I've just
had » telephone message from New
York. What do you think has-hap-
pened?”

"Go an, tell me."
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“Mrs. Gerard has denfed her en-
gagement to me and |8 going to mar-
ry the earl of Cortland.”

Wallace took this in & gulp of foy.
“"Honestly?"

“l just got the word."

“A milllon eongratulations, old pal!*
In a mad enthusinsm he shook hands
with Broadway, *Three chesrs for
everybody In the world!"”

Broadway sefzed him and, In an ae-
cess of perfeet satisfaction with the
way the world wns wagging they
danced there In the moonlight.

“The earl of Cortland?” Bolb ex-
olaimed at length, “Who the deuee
fs he? I never heard of him."”

“l have. I've seen him."
“You have? What does he look
Hke?"

Broadway paused, ag if In thouoglt.
“Well, he's the very image of—suy,
you know my Lutler?”

“Rankin?"

“Yes. Well, he looks just llke him.
You'd hardly know them apart.''

“You don‘t say?"”

‘Yoa; 8 wonderful resemblance.”

T wonder what became of Ran-
kin?' Bob speculated Idly., He had
liked Ranlkin,

“I think he surmised I was golng
to loeate here and he didn't like the
town.” 5

Bob nodded. “Gone, is ha? Well,
maybe that was it."

The girls caught -sight of them as
they approached the house andClara
ran to them: “Oh, there you are!
Where's your [ather, Bob?"

“He's gome."

"“Oh, I wanted to see him!'"

“Nou'll see him Monday." He
laughed. "Come on. Let's go and
get an orangs leeoream soda.”

“Oh, let's! Cowme on, Josle™

“We'll be right along,"” said Broad-
way. “You go om ahead"”

Josle came down the steps with
legs precipituncy than Clars, but she
did not really lhesitate. Broadway
went to her with hand outstretehed
to belp and that ™ peeuliarly earnest
face he alwnys wore when thinking
deeply, even of the most dallghtful
subjects,

“Do you care if I call you ‘Josie? *
he fnguired, “He calls her ‘Clara’
snd sghe enlls him Bob.'™

“Why, that's my name,"” sald she
with the simplicity of the frank coun-
try maiden,

He wasted not a moment's time,




